FIRST   ENTRY
could only mean one thing - dismissal; and 1 felt
that, although I knew George would enlist as a
Tommy if dismissed, he would probably go to the
dogs as well, sooner or later. So I took the risk on
the less rigid outlook.
It took us three hours to get 6home? by the trenches
- or muddy ditches, as they were - for It was now
daylight and 'the top' could not be used. 'Look
here, George/ I say as we plod along, 'there Is one
thing certain - while we have been fighting for our
lives against mud and water, trench-feet and
pneumonia, the Boche have gained the supremacy
In 4no man's land.5 'First we lose Hackett and two
others; now two more; it must stop.'
George and I have our breakfast together In the
one and only dugout, nowr almost collapsed. Maguirty
makes the eggs and bacon taste wonderful, while
the jam and tea go down like one o'clock. George
Is a bit off his feed I notice, probably because eggs
and bacon, as well as jam and tea do not mix with
unlimited whisky at 10 a.m. as a rule; but I make
up for him!
The colonel seems a little better, and he has slept
well. George and I gas and talk about home and
leave, revues, Paris and everything save war, and
I push him off at dusk across the top to his company.
Later I go to the handkerchief-marked crater, and
by shaded torchlight read a few sentences from the
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